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i R EFACE 


HE following Poems were Wrote moſt 
of em about 13. Wears ago, when 
Youth, and Leaſure, frequently induc d me to 
take 4 Turn for Diverſion on Mount Parnaſſus, - 
whither I can very yarely make an Eſcape now, 
tho“ its Grotts, Avenues and Proſpe are yet as 
agreeable as ever. Theſe few that, I know 
not how, have eſcap d the Flames, and Sur- 
vip d their Fellows, the Reader, if he thinks 
fit, may adjudge to the ſame Fate, which, for 
any thing that I know, they equally, if not 
more, deſerve. Should J here ingenuouſly aſſign 
the True Reaſons of Publiſhing theſe Papers, 
(that Practice being very rare) I am not 
without Mr. Porfret's Fears, that moſt Rea- 
ders would be ſo incandid as not to believe 
me, and therefore I may as well wholly wave 
it, 


&'s : 


FN 


IV Pe 


J would in the Fit Lond requeſt this Fa. 
Vour from the Reader, not o taxe wo e 14. 
theſe Poems ave not aſbered 7% the Werlk 
with the uſual, and ſreczons. Fur 1015 of er 
Epiſile Dedi cater; to fome Perſon of Not aid 
Diſtiuctian. ” to'4 Pn let” me bell 
J was ambitionfly curious in my . 
one, aud at lengih came to this Neft. i 
fixce I could not reaſonably hope for this“ 
fles the Honourable Pat: onage 07 ſuch 7ijirus 
Names as O—m—d; W 5 
N—n—g—m, W-—nc-—}—a 
&c. I would venture them to Sra im the 
flender Bottom of their own worth, very die- 
tle ſellicitcus whether or no they jul Re - out 
the Storms fuch live Barks are frequently toſs d 
with, If this Frigot meet with the fa Ae 


Gale I wiſh, that is d; ſpleaſe not the Fudicious 


11 


Few, I may probably Lauch a Veſſel or two of 
bigger ate, non upon the Stocks, which, if 


{his be Ship race, I [Dali perhaps never finiſh, 
or However never fit out. Put tho 1 much di- 
firnſt my own abilities, I bope this Skiff may 
make no unprojp rous oy, age, relying on the 

judgment 
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"Te PREFACE 'v 


dgment and  ſmcertty of ſome Friends, who are 
4 unanimouſly to tell me, that there is ſome- 


1 u theſe Papers, 


. I. Ode 32. 


© 
b 
. 


And, tho they go abroad without the ſplen- 


id Equipaze of commendatory Verſes, I hope 


will not meet with the leſs Civility any where 
fon that account. As it was my Humour to 


| 


T1 vel incognito, I thought it improper to have 
a Ketnue. Andm truth I ſee very little advan- 
tage that an Editor can reap from ſuch pro- 


jects; they are no great Embelliſhments, and uo 


Defence : Let the Van-ouard of applauders be 
never ſo brave, or Numerous, the Furious Fool- 
hardy Criticks will charge thro 'em all, and 
Dart their ſharpned Styl esin the Authors Face. 
But let theſe immoderately curious , Intempe- 
rately Critical, Sparks uſe their Pleaſure if any 
of their Random Arrows chance to bit me, Im 
determin d to be unconcern d: 
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Men 
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Te PREFACE 


Men” moveat cimex Pantilius? Aut crucier quod, 
Vellicet abſentem Demetrius? Aut quod ineptus - 
Fannius Hermogenis lædat conviva Tigelli? 1 
| Hor. Serm. I. 
4 F. Sat. Vlt. 


If T be but ſo happy as to obtain an Eugt / 


from a real Mæcenas, a Virgil, or a Horace, 


1 hall think, my Character fair enough, and wel 


Founded. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Di Poems containing the Hiftory of Jonah, Eſt her, Jul, 
Sampſan, together with Sion's Sonnets and Elegies, Written 
and Augmented by Francis Quarles, now Illuſtrated with Sculy- 
tures to the ſeveral Hiſtories not] in the former Editions, piice 
Bound 3 5, 56 
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LOVE POEMS 


Integer & letus lata & juvenilia luſh. 
Ovid. Triſt. I. V. Elag. 1. 


— — —_— 
A—— 


74 The Requeſt oAPOLL O. 


20 L Lo, grant my humble Pray'r, 
If wretched Sylviot be thy care, 
Propitious to thy ſuppliant Son 
=. Thy tunefull Ten ſtring' d Harp lay down 7 
Ih, hear me, and no Deity 
Il own but mighty Love, and thee : 
ve, brandiſhing an angry Dart, 7 
ong ſince demanded half my Heart; 
alt I reſign'd without demurr ; 
Alas, who can reſiſt Love's Pow 'r * 
he Novice once let fly at thee 
nd made your Godlhip Love a Tree ) 


. — — — 
—— — — - — 


n 
But half yet unvſurp'd is mine, 
And all have that half is thine, 
Only for my Retreat do you © = — 
On me a lonely Glade beſtow, 
In conſort with thy feather'd Choir 
Pll tuce my Voice, and ſtrike my Lyre 
Eachanight III why De papture mou ran 
In Songh and greet thee in the Mori: N * 
Place me ſecure of Noiſe; and Strife 4 
And Love and thou divide my Life. | 
O give me then my wiſt'd for ſeat, 
A quiet tho” a poor Retreat, 
Down in ſome winding flow'ry Vale. 
Bruſh'd with mild Zephyr's kindly Gale: 
In ſhades, like Tempe's Bury me, © | 
Impervious to ev'ry Eye, | =” 
Quick-Ey'd Apelle, ev'n to thee, | | 
Let them Eternal Verdure wear, 
That Philomel carolling there 
Artleſs, but melodious Lays 
May hurry 0: the Live-long Days. 
Near let a Sobbing Brook ariſe, 
Inviting Slumber to my Eyes, 
From a pellucid Fountaias, mouth 
Yet unknown to every/Youth, 
And undiſturb'd by thirſty Herd, | 
By Salvage Beaſt, or wanton Bird; —_ 
About its verge let flowers. grow 1 
Worthy the fair Melinda's brow, 
Let Eyer- green and Wood- bind ſpread 
And twining Ivy weave a Shade, 
To guard my fanſy'd Helicon | 
From Beams of the Meridian Sun. 
In ſuch a Grove by ſuch a Spring, . 
Conrented would 1 fit and Sing. | 
Apollo, grant my humble Pray'r, 
If wretched Slviot be thy care. 
Ah nod, for Love reſumes his Dart, 
And claims ſole Empire of my Heart. 


* 
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Aclind4 


Ws 441, 

Melinda his Embaſſadreſſe, © 
Holds in her Stirt or War, or Peace; 
Say then ſhall Sylvior &er he Dre 
Obtain his Wiſh by ſerving thee, 
Nod, and the Tyrant III defie. 
No Nod, no Smile, nay then tis Vain 
By ſtriving to augment my Pain, 

elinda, come put on thy Chain: 
[/yield my Heart intire to thee, 
And will henceforth Love's Vaſſal be. 
Since I no longer could be free | 
Melinda, Pm glad thon'ft Cbiiquer'd mie; 
Thoſe Smiling, Looks, and that mild Eye, 
| Are no ſmall ſigns of Clemency: 
| Pm as well pleas'd to be thy Slave ſs K 


As perfect Freedom ſtill to have. 
I ſhall have perfect Freedom ſtill, 
For thou, and PII have but one will. 


The BOW R. 


——— — — — _ 
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. 
WHata pleaſant Bow'r is this? 
| How neatly are the florid Trees 
' Empleaſh'd by Nature's curious Hand ? 
Art can no ſuch Bow'r Command : 
In vain ſhe'd ſtrive to mimick this ; 
This far exceeds her low Device; 
This is Natures Maſter-picce. 


2. 


O, were the Owner made, 

Were but Tenant of this Shade, 
In quiet I might here enjoy | 

An Epicurean Deity: . 


rg 


. 


— — — — ͤ — — — — — — —— 


4.» + Aa 
48 Id not exchange this ſweet lone Seat , ., . _ 
4 For all the Manſions of the Grelt, NY 


And Palaces I Cer ſaw yet. 
I 


—ꝗ— — — 


1 
Endymion Cynthia's Paramour 

- Took his long Nap in ſuch a Bow'r 

No doubt, and to its ſuence he, A, 

Phebs, more ow'd his Reſt, than the. 
This Typifies th“ Elyſian Groves, +" 
Where the Poetick choire roves, 

Warbling o'er © AGO their Loves. 
j 1 * 
If the far-fam'd Golden Flage: | | 
Jaſon from Colchis fetch'd to Greece, 
Was a Book, as ſome ſurmiſe, 
Twas wrote in ſuch a Bow'r as this. 
Their native ſhades the Muſes Love : 
To Towns they like not to remove, 
Oft there h oft barren prove. 


— — — . 8 5 
Hail, lovely, ſilent, awful Shade: ] 
That I have found thee I am glad, ; 
| And yet to enter am afraid; 17 
| Hail, lovely, ſilent, awful Shade, 
Surely thou for me waſt made 0 
Who'm ſometimes merry, ſometimes ſad, 
Sometimes Poctically mad. 


FM AHM 


6. 


All my Humours thou wilt fit; 

Pll enter and a while will Sic. 

Bleſſings attend thee, Ha ! By Jove; 

Thou excellently Snieft my Love: | 
O, here my Love would ſtrangely thrive, 
Each hour new Themes for Songs would give, 

| Here with Melinda I could Live. 


| 5. 
To each others Arms we'd move, 
Like am*rous Turtles coo, and Love, 
When fainting I'd repeat her Name, 
And gently fan the dying Flame; 

„ Prefs her fragrant Lips, and then 

A ?Sit down, and Sing, then Love agen; 

Love and Songs would baniſh Pain. 


| 8, Y 
Farwell Lov'd Bow'r, for we muſt part; 
But that Melinda has my Heart, \ 
Of it a Preſent ſhould be made, , 
For th' Entertainment I have had. | 
The Gods poor Mortals Pray'rs receive; 
Accept a Pray'r; a Pray'r Pll give; 
May'it thou in deathleſs Verdure Ile. 


9. Worm ; 

May ſome Immortal Cowley's Pen 

Make thee, in Verſe, an Ever-green: 

Il vow, if e'er Icatch a Muſe, ; 

Thou, lovely Bow'r, ſhalt have thy dues * 
An Ode ſhall ſure be thine, and thou 
Shalt neither Death nor Winter know, 
But ſtill be Gay, be Green as now. 


* 


Hor. L. 1. Ode. 23. Ad Chloen Tranſlated, 
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1. 


X7 © U ſhun me, Chloe, full of Fear 
As wandering Fawn, 
Thro' pathleſs kawn, 
Does to its tim'rous Dam repair, 
o Starting at ev'ry Buſh, or Puff of Air: 8 
B 2 For 


27 4 
For if Favoniut kindly Breatng fo | 
Wave the light Leaves, 8 
Or th' Briar heaves, 
Totter'd by Graſs- gre 


cen Snakes beneath; ; | 
With Trembling fear tis Seiz d, almoſt with Death. 


7 oh 
But I, fierce Tyger like, to Tear, 
Or Lion-like, you . 
Do not purſue: 3.4 
Your Mothers Side pray, Fair, forbear; 
You're ripe for Man, you're now fifteen, or near. 


Wu a ee i Sa IT hs ns FPS | | 
The Beauty from Petroniuss Fragments. 


— 


nen ee 


1 
Handſome Face alone's a Blot: 
She who would be a Beauty thought, 
In Beauties Vulgar notion muſt | 
Not pleaſe her ſelf, nor fondly Truſt. 
In Speech, and Laughing, the Bon-grace, 5 


Wit, Pleaſantry, and Repertees, 
Fair Natures faireſt ſtrokes ſurpaſs. 
By how much ſhe of Art beſtows, - 
By ſo much Woman fairer grows, 
Vet ſtill ſhe's but a bungled Piece, 
Ualeſs he kind, and willing is. 


1 — — —— —— — — —— ũ — — — * — — — —— 
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„ Se 


Io the Nightingal. 


—— ͤ—— 


A Pproach, thou Syren of the Groves, 

1 Whoſe ev'ry ſtrain a Paſſion moves; 
earch upon yon flouriſhing Bough *- | 
There, Philomela, Odours flow, 

Raviſhing ſweet, and worthy you. "2 
Sing there ſuch pov'rfull Tunes as may. : 


Charm Phebus to a longer ſtay, 

And give the World a double Day. 

PIl well attend each warbling Note, 
Each wondrous motion of thy Throat: 
Dull tho? I am, it cannot be | 
But, Orpheus like, when taught by thee, 
The lazy Mountains I ſhall move, 

And teach the ſtupid Trees to Love. 
Exploits more wondrous ſtill PII ſhow ; 
Chloe's Breaſt ſhall Pity know; 

Chloe, faithfull now to Snow 

As th? Alps, ſhall Flame like Ætna too. 
She, ſpite of Gold, and Titles Charms, 
Shall take poor Sylvior to her Arms, 

And kindly recompence the harms, 

The racking Cares, the pungent Pain 
He ſuffers now, by her diſdain. ' 


. 
1 
* 
1 


Hor. L. 3. Ode XV. In Chlorim, I Tranſlated 3 
. : hh not Strictly. 


PE no more Horns on Ibycus's Brow ; 
Alas, poor Cuckold, he's enow, 
Fy, Chleris, Fy, be honeſt now. 


You}; 


(3) 


You'll want it ſoon, prepare your Burial Shrowd, 
No more mongſt ſportive Virgins crowd, 
No more their Starry Luſtre cloud. 


What done by Phloe Pd commend, at leaſt 35 
+ Not blame, that, Chloris I proteſt, 
When done by you's a very Jeſt, 


To Jing, and Dance, and Revel, Drink, and Spew, 
Beat Gallants quarters up, or ſo, 
Your Daughter more beſeems than you. = 
| 55:12 10 44. 8 | ] 
Frolicks in Spring of Youth are things of nought ; 
Tis true, ſhe's wanton as a Goat, | 
But Love, fierce Love, compells her to it. 


| 3 
| But you for ſhame be grave, nor Trick the Hairs, 


| Nor kick the empty'd Flasks down Stairs, 
| -, To Spin will better ſuit your Years. 


— 


—— 


An Ode to Creſpbo. 


+ 


| 


A Is 
Appy, thrice happy, Friend, am I, 
1 Whom, in my wiſh in Glorious Privacy, 
The Monarch of the World gives leave, 
Forgetting all, forget of all, to Live; 
But the ſweet Muſes, and ſome Friends like thee, 
Cre/ipho, dear to Heav'n, and dear to me, 


As 


* 


As 


| (9). 
As Life, or Peace, or Liberty, 
As Sylvia dear, and dear ſhall: be? 


- 2 5 . a 
| pov tho? the Love, and Theme 
Of all the youthfull Swaios on Oſa's Stream, 
Tho! fair as Venus ſhe, by Jove, 
Ne'er ſhall engroſs my chaſt extenſive Love: 
Urania, Niſa, Chloe, Laura you, 
You Lydia, twenty more, and twenty too, 
Shall each have alway your due part 
Of Rule, in my divided Heart. 


a 3. 

But none ſhall have the ſole Command; 

Excuſe me, Ladies, I muſt Love my Friend; 
Careſſing and car ſb'd by you, 


m not then wholly yours; you muſt allow 


Pll take however ſo much Liberty, 

To wiſh my Friends as happy were as I: 
Then Creſipho I'll think of thee, 
You'll do think as much for me. 


1 


1 E 


an EL. EG V to Sylvia on her Singing. 


2» 


— — 


And lucid Phoſpher, uſn'ring in the Day, 


| When Charles's Wain, the Northern Pole that ſhows, 
By's alter'd Beam, did Morn's approach diſcloſe, 


Drove the bright Flock of leſſer Lights away, 
Thy Voice, not then thought humane, Sylvia, I 


With wonder heard, and Ecſtaſy of Jay. 


Not Syrens ſo, not ſo th? harmonious Spheres 
Raviſh the Soul, and charm our liſtning Ears : 


Commend no more the mourning Halcyon's Straias, 


Or tell me how” the dying Swan complains 
Leſs ſweet were fam'd Amphion's Feuer 
That barb'rous Nations won to Arts, and 


* 


Lays, 


eace: 


o E > 


Orpheus, 


L 


PP DC —< — 
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(10) 
Orpheus, fair Songſter; only equal thee, 
Scarce Orpheus Rob'd of his Euridice, 

When with a Song he brib'd the Powers below, 
On eaſy Terms, to let his Conſort go. | 
Did Phibomel thy accents, Sylvia, hear, 

Poor Philomel would die with mere Deſpair ; 
gy; ſo divine ſhe'd not attempt to reach 
Tho ſhe tis ſaid Mankind did Muſtck Teach. 
Some Angel ſure from the Celeſtial Choire , Y 
Has tun'd below his Voice, and touch'd his Lyre. 
Whence elſe could Sylvia learn ſuch wond'rons Art; 
As with one Song to raviſh Sylviot's Heart? 
Your Tgngue ſo irreſiſtably does Charm, 

As Marriage-haterſt would and Hermites warm. 
And ſtouteſt Enemies of Love diſarm. 

Late I remember, thro' your Mask, that I 

Beheld the radiant Glory of your Eye, 

And ſcarce the Luſtre bore ; and ſince your Face, 

( Favour'd by diſtance thro the Viſion was) 
Viewing I admir'd, loved, and ador' d; 

But could retire at length when over-powr'd - 
Much Awe your Eye, and much of Joy your Face; 
But moſt of Love your Voice, excited has. | 
Your Voice once heard, I had no Pow'r to move, 
Then to retire I nor deſir'd, nor ſtrove; 

But to approach I ardent longings had, 

Urg'd on by Love, but ſacred Awe forbad : 

I Joy'd, and Lov'd to that Immenſe degree, 
Rapture, Tranſport felt, and Ecſtaſy ; 

Sweet was the Trance (for ſo I mult it call) 
Sylvia, it was, Oh ! *rwas Ineffable. | 

Oh! Could thy Voice but reach the Shades below, 
The Tortur'd Ghoſts need know no longer Woe ; 
They, whilſt th Infernal Pow'rs cnamour'd lay, 
From their dark Grotts might take their bappy way, 
Plunge into Styx, and Strait emerge to Day : 

They might, if they thought fit, uſe Charon's Boat, 
Might ſafely ſteal it, were it worth a Groat. 15 
N | | „ Di 


if 
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Did 


,. 
.* 
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1 * 
Did Orpheus live, his dear Eurydice 
ed have, and all the rout of Hell be free: 
Ah, no, pleas'd with thy Voices Melody, 
v'n tortur'd Ghoſts would there contented ly, 
nd Hell would then a bleſt Elyſium be. 


8 
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Ovid. Amor. "Tok I. Eig. 3. Ex“. And 
AInſeribd to STL IA. 


—— 


IS but a fair requeſt; may Sylvia, Se | 
Whoſe conquering Charms late made a Spoll of me; 
Love, or do what may long engage my Love 
Ah me, too boldly now my wiſhes rove; 
O, may She not diſdain to be Beloy'd ; 
Sure Venus might with all theſe Prayers be moy'd. |; 
\ccept me, Fair, who'd long your Lover be, 
\ maſter of the Art of Conſtancy. _ 
ho l'm deſcended of no Ancient Race, 
nd tho my Father no Patrician was: 
ho my ſmall Fields are till'd with one poor Plow, 
und frugal Parents ſmall expence allow; 
et Phebus, Bacchus, and the ſacred Nine, 
e recommend, and Love who makes me thine, 
Naked Simplicity, and Baſhfullneſs, 
anners which juſtly but to th* God's give place, 
| like not, Madam, a Saraglio ; | 
Jam no Strowling Lover, Truſt me, Tou, 


If there be any Faith in Man, ſhall be ke 
Solely and laſtingly belov'd by me. | 
ith you to Spin out Lifes remaining Thred, $ A 


nd to be mourn'd by you, I wiſh, when Dead. 
Oh, of my Verſe be you the happy Theme, 
\nd Verſe ſhall low that worthy you ſhall ſeem; 
„„ whom her new Horns affrighted, has 
\ Name in Verſe more durable than Braſs ; 
80 Leda too, to whom adultrous Jove 
Swanlike, gave pregnant * of his Love; 


And 


1 f \ 
*.> "0" , 
, p „ 


(12) — 
And She, who o'er the Sea embracing Rode, 
With Virgin hand, the Horns o'th” bullfac'd God; 
So we in Verſe ſhall have like ſhares of Fame, 
And Sylviot's ſtill be joyn'd to Sylvia's Name. 


On STLVIA'S Return into the Country 
Ad Puer umi | 


— 


— —_ 


Entle Boy no longer Mourn, 
Sylvia and my Joys return: 
Careleſs let us be, and gay, 
She returns to Ofs to day. th 
Birds proclaim their Joy, and Sing, 
And the Chearful Valleys Ring, 
When the Suns long abſent Beams 
Gild the ſubje& Plains, and Streams. _ 
Since my Garden can't afford 
Sprucer Garlands for its Lord, 
With the Beauties of yon Thorn 
Weav'd in Corogets, adorn E 
Sylvia's Picture, and my Brow z . K 
Crown my Bowl with Hawthorn too. | - 
. 
( 
] 


And ( leaſt Liquor leſs Divine 

Than the noble Blood o'th? Vine 

Bacchus, Stain thy ſacred Shrine ) 

Take this Flatt'ry, Boy, and go 

To mighty Grandio, and bow, 5 
Bow, remember oft, and low; 

All his new bought Titles give, 

Do but thus and 1 hall Live : 

With rich Wines my Bowl ſhall flow, 

And (which Heay'n avert then, tho' 5 
Sylvia frown, Pll ſmooth my Btow. 

Gentle Boy, nay think not much ; - 

1 hey muſt criage that Live by ſuch. 


— 


ry. 


; 


13 
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An E L EGV to Sylvie on her B-auty. 


OT MNaſe's feign'd Corinna's boaſted Face, | 5 
; 


—— 


N ( As violent, as killing as it was) 
Improv'd by Airs, She ſtudied in the Glaſs. 

Nor hers, for whom Greece wag'd a Ten years War, 
( Tho? all the Poets Sing ſo loud of her) 

So lovely was, ſo prevalegtly Fair, 

Sylvia, as thine; ſuch is thy Form, and Meen, 
As but in thee, or Angels, can be ſcen. 

Did Hellen, Sylvia, half thy Beauty boaſt, 

Troy nobly fell, and Greece her youth well loit. 

At fifty Years Stern The ſeus felt the Pow'r 

Of naked Hellen's Charms, and Raviſh'd her. 
When, at a ſolemn Feaſt, ſhe dancing ſtrove, 
*Mongft Spartan Maids, to allure the Youth to Love. 
But you at no ſuch vaſt advantage vicw'd, 

And undeſigning, have all Hearts ſubdued. 

Of Young and old, from Fifteen to Fourſcore, 
Whoe'er ſees you in Heart's a Raviſher. 

Few are commendable thro? out: But you 

He'd like intirely who might fully view. 

But, oh! Enough you ſhew, if more we ſce, 
We ſhall be guilty of Idolatry. 

Thoſe parts your Modeſty permits us view 
Command our Love, Applauſe, and Wonder too. 
Each ſparkling Eye a ſtar-like Luſtre darts; | 
Your Neck a fragrant Roſe's ſmell imparts : 

A clear red TinQure decorates your Face, 
And Gold in brightneſs to your Hair gives place: 
How neats your Hand ? How fine your fingers are? 
As Parian Marble ſmooth, as Silver fair. 

If on ſome Flowers top your pleas'd to walk, 

Not Morning dews leſs bend its tender Stalk , 


Unpoliſn'd Stone &er touch, or rugged Clod: 
Tis pity, tis Impiety it ſhould, 


So quick, ſo Lights your Foot; O! may't no rude 2 
C2 How 


| ( 12 
And She, who o'er the Sea embracing Rode, 
With Virgin hand, the Horns o'th' bullfac'd God; 
So we in Verſe ſhall have like ſhares of Fame, 
And Sylviot's ſtill be joyn'd to Sylvia's Name. 


On STLVIA'S Return. into the Counky, 
| Ad Puerum —o—— © 


3 * 


— — 


T ntle Boy no longer Mourn, 
Sylvia and my Joys return: 

Careleſs let us be, and gay, 
She returns to Ofs to dax. 

Birds proclaim their Joys and Sing, 
And the chearful Valleys Ring, | 
When the Suns long abſent 'Beams 

Gild the ſubje& Plains, and Streams. 3 55 
Since my Garden can't afford 

Sprucer Garlands for its Lord, 
With the Beauties of yon Thorn 
Weav'd in Coronets, adorn 

Sylvia's Picture, and my Brow z . 
Crown my Bowl with Hawthorn too. 
And ( leaſt Liquor leſs Divine 
Than the noble Blood o'th? Vine 
Bacchus, Stain thy ſacred Shrine ) 
Take this Flatt'ry, Boy, and go 

To mighty Grandio, and bow, 
Bow, remember oft, and low ; 

All his new bought Titles give, 

Do but thus and 1 hall Live: 

With rich Wines my Bowl ſhall flow, 
And (which Heay'n avert then, tho 
Sylvia frown, Pll ſmooth my Bro ].. 
Gentle Boy, nay think not much; 
1 hey muſt criage that Live by ſuch. 
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An E I. EGV to Hlvieon her B:auty. 


( As violent, as killing as it was) 
Improv'd by Airs, She ſtudied in the Glaſs. 

Nor hers, for whom Greece wag'd a Ten years War, 

(Tho' all the Poets Sing ſo loud of her) 

So lovely was, ſo prevaleptly Fair, 

Sylvia, as thine; ſuch is thy Form, and Meen, 

As but in thee, or Angels, can be ſcen. 

Did Fellen, Sylvia, half thy Beauty boaſt, 

Troy nobly fell, and Greece her youth well loit. 

At fifty Years Stern Theſes felt the Pow'r 

Of naked Heller's Charms, and Raviſh'd her. 

When, at a ſolemn Feaſt, ſhe dancing ſtrove, | 

*Mongft Spartan Maids, to allure the Youth to Love. 

But you at no ſuch vaſt advantage vicw'd, 

And undeſigning, have all Hearts ſubdued. 

Of Young and old, from Fifteen to Fourſcore, 

Whoe'er ſees you in Heart's a Raviſher. 

Few are commendable thro? out: But you 

He'd like intirely who might fully view. 

But, oh! Enough you ſhew, if more we ſee, 

We ſhall be guilty of Idolatry. 

Thoſe parts your Modeſty permits us view 

Command our Love, Applauſe, and Wonder too. 

Each ſparkling Eye a ſtar-like Luſtre darts | 

Your Neck a fragrant Roſe's ſmell imparts : 

A clear red TinQure decorates your Face; 

And Gold in brightneſs to your Hair gives place: 

How neats your Hand ? How fine your fingers are? 
As Parian Marble ſmooth, as Silver fair. 

If on ſome Flowers top your pleas'd to walk, 

Not Morning dews leſs bend its tender Stalk , 

So quick, ſo Lights your Foot; O! may't no rude I 
Unpoliſh*d Stone &er touch, or rugged Clod: 5 

Tis pity, 'tis Impiety it ſhould, 9 
. \ aQG 2 How 


OT Nas feign'd Corinna's boaſted Face, : 
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How round? How ſoft? How fitting to be preſt ? 


O] How inviting is thy ſnowy Breaſt ? ; — 
Gloriouſly bright, even Goddeſs like, you ſhine; 
Venus her ſelf in form was leſs Divine, 1 


By fam'd Appelles artfull hand when drawn, 
Tho ſhe ſo painted her fair ſelf outſhone. 
Rich Neck-laces, gold Chains let others wear, 
And ſhade, and deck with Art and Coſt their hair; In 


In Perſians ruſtle, and in Indian Silks, | \ WEac 
To win Gallants, and Pawn in caſe of Bilks. If 
Your natural Beauty's ſo bright Beams diſplay, I f 


You need no ſplendour of a borrow'd Ray. 
Your Outſides lovely, but more fair your Mind, 8 Bu 


Envy in you but this one fault can find, 


Which I a Lover own, that you're unkiad.  - Af Ar 
I'm not your equal, Sylvia, I admit, M: 
In Birth, in Virtue, Beauty, Wealth, or Wit: Al 
What then ? It's better to be good than great, H. 
Spurn not a Lover proſtrate at your feet. Lc 
Be kind, dear Sylvia, be kind, by Jove, T« 
Tho? poor in Lands, and Caſh, Pm rich in Love 3 Ti 
*In Love that's pure, and burns with Ardency, Ti 


. Me ſurely that ſhould highly qualifie. 

Return me Love for Love, ah, ne'er repine 
Your Heart to give me who have giv'n you mine. 

O never be outdone in courteſy ; 

In Love be Sylvia as profuſe as I: 

Ah do not, do not, Sylvia, let me Die. 

If not your Heart, at leaſt a Smile beſtow; 

If Deaths my fate, Oh let my Death be ſlow. 
But, oh, why mayn't I hear ev'n this wiſh'd ſound, 
I who have wounded+thee will cure the Wound. 
Sylvia, the cure, may eaſily be wroughts, 0 


There needs no coſtly far-tetcht drugs be bought; 

One kind Embrace, one balmy Kiſs will do'c,” 

| This favour if you at next fight impart, 
Il fondly think with it you gave your Heart; 

FH tif Live on, and Love and hope chat you 

In Time, mort Time, may prove my fancy true. 3 


—_— ——————<Q JE CT. 


ne 


— — - — 
— —- S_—_—_ —_— — — 
— = — — — — —-— 


(15) 


—_— 


— — 


The Advice to doubting Sylvia. 


© 


Tlvia, to daſh my Hopes you ſtrove 
One Night, and ask'd me why I'd Love; 

I no return, you ſay'd, can give, 
Each Glance is ſtole that you receive; 
If pitying I a Smile beſtow, 
I fear I break my plighted Vow, 
And if a kiſs, Pm ſure Ido: 
But pray, Religious fair, why ſo ? 
Mopſus vow'd mutual Love, you ſaid, 
And you're abſoly'd ſince that is fled 5 
Make me then Partner of your Bed; 
Ah, never perjur'd Mopſus Wed. 
Hate him, or do not Love at leaſt, 
Love me, my Fair, who Love you beſt. 
Tell the falſe Man, if he's a Face 
To chide you for't, that he's an Aſſe; 
Tell him not you, but he's to blame, 
W hoſe coldneſs damp'd your Love to him. 
Hate him with his Inconſtancy, 
Upbraid him too with perjury, 
All which be ſure to aggravate 
As oft committed, and of Late; 
And tell him which is very true, 
That theſe are Crimes of ſuch a Hue, 
As you in Honour can't forgive, 
Leſt the World you ſhould fond believe. 


To pardon would be ant of Senſe 


In you, in him tis Impudence 


Io ask your Pardon any more, 


W ho've Pardon'd him ſo oft before. 
This is not a Relapſe, this I | 
Dare :ay's down right Apoſtacy, 
And worſe than Infidelity. 

Let him {ay or do what he will, 
Repentance now's not poſlible 3 


1 


— yy 
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IC 
His Pray*rs are but meer Mockery ; 


His Sighs, and Tears Hypocriſy, 


And, ſince the Wretch dares ſo provoke 
Your Juſtice, kill him with a Look: 
Let the Wretch be Thunder ſtruck. 
So, by his Fate, may future Times 
Be Innocent of ſuch black Crimes, 

It too your Monument will be, 
Your Juſtice ſpeak, and Clemency. 
Ah, do not you your ſelf deceive ; 
Sure, Sylvia, you can ne'er believe 
That his rekindled Love's Sincere, 
Ardent as yours Sparkling, intire; 
Or that his Love's now true as Ever : 
He indeed truly Loy'd you never, 


And fo, Sylvia, I allow 


His Loves as true as ever now. 

But, Sylvia, ſuppoſe he Lov'd | 
To that Degree, that once he Vow'd ; 
Since I as you confeſs Love more, 

And with a fiercer Zeal Adore, 

It is but juſt, like Heav'n, that you 
Bleſs moſt the pious Vot'ry, who 


Does moſt believe, and Pray, and Doe. 


You've been long Time rever'd by me, 


Sylvia, like a Deity; 


To whom, tho? Mopſus firſt did Bow, 
J Bow'd when known, and Bow'd as low. 
My Life, to you, toth* world tis ſeen 
But one continued Act has been 

Of Prompt Obedience ſince then : 
But Faith now ſtaggers, Sylvia, L _ 
Now queſtion your Divinity. | 
And ſhall e'er long deny it too, 

If Mopſus Live belov'd by you, 

Mopſus to whom your Frowns are due. 
I weary am of Praying grown, 

Fair, unintelligible one, 


Diſcover what thou art, and ſoon, 


SIPPI YT YN 
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© : A PUERUM, 


ID: my Boy, did then her Maid 
1 Storm, and ſwear ſhe'd break yoyr Head ? 
What? Refuſe to take the Note; 
Go, tell. her ſhe*s an ill- trick d Slut: 
Run, give it Sylvia's ſelf, my Lad, 
Never, never fear thy Head. 
Fly, you ſhall, if you make haſt, a 
Fear, not Boy, to Fly too faſt : 
ly, you ſhall, in Bourdeaux Wine 
hrice drink Sylvia's health, Thrice mine: 
This Brimmer as ah Earneſt take 
Tis werth, my Boy, a Tun of- Sack. 
How? You wanton, do you Sneer ? 
Muſt I Swear then &er you'll ſtir ? 
Well, believe me now I Swear; 
A ſolemn dreadfull Oath Vil take, 
Such as 1 will never Break, 
No, Ill ſooner break my Neck; 
(Now, you may believe me, Fack ; 
What I ſay's as free from Tricks, 
As what God's who Swear by Styx 3) 
By this venerable Bowl, 
Refuge of my drooping Soul, 
Which, tho it ne er with Nectar flow'd, 
Has with Punch, and thats as good, 
Breeds rich Wit, and gen'rous Blood. 
5 Oft with Punch has over-flown, 
Ad 


I 
3 x N 
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Oft has worn a flowry Crown: 

And, if Sylvia ſay Amen, 

It ſhall flow, o'reflow agen, 
Never ſhall be empty ſeen. j 
By this Bowl, which was allow *d 
Once, and of that Honours proud, 
| A Kiſs from Sylvia, to.kiſs whom 
Jove would from Olympus come, 


* 
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By this ſacred Bowl, I will 

My Promiſe to a Jot fullfill : | 
And more, for more is in my Pow'r, 
Run, my Boy, to Sylvia Scower 3 


'Be quick as thought, what not Stir yet ? 
Come, I know what you'd be at; 


You abhor a pimping Glaſſe, 


. 
In this Bowl you'd ſuck your Face, 5 
| You'd here wiſh health to th' ſparkling Laſs; ) 


You ſhall, ſhall Kiſs the very Spot 
She kiſs'd, the Place is not forgot, 
The Balmy kiſs with Odours flow'd, 
And gave a Flavour to the Wood, 


On that bleſſed part o'th* Bowl 


Envied for the Kiſs it ſtole, 

And put a value on the whole. 

Fly, I yet will kinder be; 

If e' er the Glorious Fair I ſee 

Glance warm Smiles on frozenme, 
You ſhall be no more my Slave; 

A noble Maſter you ſhall have. 

You, my Boy, ſhall wait on Jove, 
Mingle Nectar which God's Love 

As Hebe fell into Diſgrace, 

And Ganymede obtain d her Place, 

He ſhall be Kick'd down Stairs, and you 
Shall to Jove his Office- do. | 
You ſmile, you don't believe me now ; 
I tell you, Lad, it ſhall be ſo, 

And in ſhort I'll tell you how. 

Fair Sylvia ſhall ask the Boon, 

If ſo, the bug neſs will be done; 

Fove obliges all the Fair: 

What can he deny to her? 

He's gone, he like an arrow flew: 
Proverbs 1 ſee, tho moſtly true, 
They are not all, nor always ſo; 


Fair words have butter d Par ſnips now. 
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AnELEGY to Se, on E cluſion. 


A length be kind, at length have ſome remorſe 3 
If Yoakod to one, for better and for worle, 
"Whom tb Hebrides, or Orcades had Bred, 

Or dwelt on utmoſt Thule's utmoſt Head, 
Methinks one grain of Pity you might had 

For me, ſo oft your ſuppliant, cruel Maid. 

Ah me unhappy Wretch what have I done ? 
What have I ſaid ? What looks have I put on, 
That thus you ſhun me, Sylvia, like a Ghoſt ? 
I't3 that in black dark Nights [ haunt you m t? 
Not Nights alone, Days, many Days Pve loſt. 
Rough as they are, the Elements expreſs 

More Love than you, ah me, they vex me leſs. 

I ta deep Snow am Buried, Sylvia, now, 

Yet this cold Snow is not ſo cold as you : 

It kindly mounts me nearer to your Arms, 

And with ſome hopes of wiſh'd admiſſion warms. 
A high rais'd Reak invites me to its Top, 

And to your Window fain would lift me up. 
Stern Boreas whom you hear ſo angry now, 
Believe me, Sylvia, only ſtorms at you © 

Hark with what Violence he ſh1kes the Door, 
He'd break it open were It in his Pow'r. 

How can ſoft you, which Boe cannot bear, \ 
Uanmov'd your Lovers mournfull accents hear ? 
Does Boreas pity ? And do ydu not ſtir? [ 
Why will you wiſh my Blood your 5cutcheon Stain? 
Diſmiſs your Pride, your petulaut Diſdain, 

So hatefull to the mighty Cyprias Queen : 

Riſe, gentle Sylvia, riſe, aud let me in. 

Tis true, I'm pale with Love, but Time has been 8 


: 


A roſy Tincture in my Face was ſeen; 
then was florid when my Love vas green: 
ha D | 


And, 
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And, as the Trees, when kindly Spring comes on, 
Regain the Honours Winters Storms have blown: 
So Would you ſmile (your ſiniles make Spring with me) 
You St brisk, and gay, again ſhould ſee. 

Tis time this long hard Winter now was gone, 


Which you well know began with your firſt Frown. 


Enough, *tis try'd, no more my Temper prove; 
It ever you deſigu't, 'tis time to Love. \l- 
1 cat be alway, tho? I long have been 

Patient of Cold, hard Lodging, and of kain ; 

I cannot alway ſuch hard Service bear; 

*Twill change my Golden ſoon to Silver hair. 
And you, tho' Young, tho' bleſt with ſuch a Face 
As Fame reports, th' Idalian Goddeſs was, 

Now mindfull, Sylvia, of Old Age ſhould Live: 
For Time once paſt we never can Retrieve. 

This fleeting Minute to the height improve; 
Miſpend not one, conſume them all in Love. 
Lite's ſet a-broach ; begin its Joys .to Taſte 
Whilſt pure; there's nought but nauſeous dregs at laſt. 
The preſent moment only is our own; 

The Future's dubious, and what's paſt is gone. 

Think, Think how nimbly our ſwift years paſt on; 
You cannot Live too faſt, nor Live too ſoon. 

The Tree from whence I lately cropt a Roſe 

Nor flowers now, nor leaves, believe me, ſhows; 

Its ſeaſon's paſt; its Flow'rs, and Leaves are fled; 
Aud its ripe Beauties *mongſt mean Weeds are ſhed. 
And time will come, when Youth and Beauty gone, 
You, who now {light your faithfull Lovers moan, 
Muſt pals the cold long Winters Nights alone; 

And then, theſe now inhoſpitable Doors 

In vaia youll wiſh adorn'd as now with Flow'rs. 


1 
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E L E GL. upon Admiſſion in view 


or hop'd for. 
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Pm now a Conquerour, and Sylvi2's mine. 
Tho” haughty once, ſhe talks of Terms, ſhe ſoon, 
She ſhall this very Evening be my own : 

One Billet more, ſhe'll at diſcretion yield, 

If not her cloſet with em ſhall be fill'd ; 

She ſhall be mine what ever Ink is ſpill'd. 

If ſhe Epiſtle, Ode, and Elegy, 

The leſſer Train of Love's Arrtillery, 

And all the uſual Arts of Love defy, 

The grand Expedicat of Love I'll try, - 

Provok'd by Iaunts, Fil mount a Battery 

With heavy Cannon, PN lambicks Write; 

Pll bomb her Vertue, Beauty, Honour, Wit: 
Tho ſhe all theſe in juſt Perfection has, 

Loud mauling Satyrs ſhall her ſo deface, 

She neither ſhall ſeem witty, fair nor good | 
Henceforth, but herd among the Vulgar crowd: 
But hark, the Gate is opening, *tis fo, ( . 

Pye come, like Ceſar, ſeen, and vanquiſh'd too. 


Caſar's is little, Alexander's Name 


Is les than mine, jeſs Glorious their Fame. 
My noble Conqueits without Blood ſhe'd won; 
And, as the Toil, the Honour's all my own. 
Sylviot's both General, and Soldier here, 

He's Horſe - man, Foot-man too, and Pioneer. 
Once, I remember, I the Wars began, 

In Epick Verſe, of. mighty CafſPvelar, 

The Bloody Brothers I, in Tragick Verfe, 
And their Ambition, labour'd to rehearſe; 


D 2 
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Aiſe Pyramids, let Conduits flow with Wine, 
0 Ring Bells, and let the Streets with Bonefires 


a Shine; | 


But 
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1 But they, and Caſſivelan unfiaiſh'd lie, . 
| And ſhall to Bterniry for me. | 
| No Verſe but what ſoft Love indites Ill Sing, 
Such Fame, ſuch Profit to the Poet bring. 
of I ſee, where help of Heroes can't obtain, : 
Nor chink of third Nights Caſh admittance gain, 
There Poets ſing not Eligies in vain. 
Equip'd with Odes, and flowing Elegies, . 
A Poct Walls, and Locks, and Boults defies 
And Lightening too of his beloved's Eyes. 
Her Frowa's not killing to a Man thus Arm'd; 
He's by the Thunder of her Tongue not harm'd. 
Strange is the Power, great is the Reward 
ö Of the Com poſures of a Love-ſick Bard: 
Ii he or wiſhes, praiſes, or complains, | 
| He his deſire, Reward, and Pity, gains. = 7 
Farewel;, Old Heroes, you're no Theme for me; | 
* Reſt in your Duſt, and in Oblivion Lie, 
Vil Sing her Praiſe who my Reward will be. 
ll Sylvia Sing, and Sylvia's brighter Name 
Shall, if my Verſes Live, obſcure your Fame. 


The perjur'd F A I R. N 
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1. 


O the Immortals then allow 
| Of Perjury? It ſeems they do: 
You Swore you Lov'd me, are for{worn, yet you : 
Charming bctore are far more Charming now; 
You ſeem'd before as Venus fair, 
But now you outſhine e'ry Star. 


— — — — . 
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Pefore we owu'd your Beauty great, 
And it ia Songs did celebrate 
On 9/7; bat now on %, Thames and Cham, 
Ot ail the Yourh 'tis grown the only, Theme. 
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You 


N 
You all your Sexes Fears alarm, 
Pray Heav'n, my Fair, you get no harm. 


3. 
Fly to my out- ſtrecht Arms; for now 
T* eſcape their Rage it muſt be ſo: 
Their Fury then, and Jealouſy will ceaſe, 
And you the Bleſſings may enjoy of Peace. 
Come Swear you Love, and keep your Oath, 
Twill be the better for us both. 


* 
5 
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Your Beauty's to Perfection ſhot, 
Perjury can add nothing to't : 
Integrity wil! your true int'reſt prove; 
For, tho? I ſay't, I nc 7 deſerve your Love. 
* Pm now a perfect Beauty too; 
Lam, for I'm for- worn as you. 


5. 
When firſt I knew your Perjury, 
I wore Pd hate you mortally ; 
But am you know ſufficiently for-ſworn, 
My Love improv'd with your contempt and ſcorn: 
I could not hate you if I would ; : 
I would not hate you if I could. , 


— — 


Ovid. Amor. L.“. 1 Ele. 9. 
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Ove has his Camps, each 1,oves makes Campaigns, 

And truſt me, more than Martial Toils lultains. - 
The ſelf ſame years are apt to Love, and War; 
But neither, Sir, beſeem the hoary Hair: 
Ti Age in ſcour Souldiers a wiſe Chief requires, 
A loveſome Laſs iu her Gallant deſires, ; 
Both watch, do Duty, lie ou the cold Floor, 
He at his Miſtreſs, he his Captains Door. 


Souldiers 
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Patient the cold of Winters Nights ſuſtain, 


(24) 
Soldiers *tis own'd march hard; but Start a Laſs, * 
A Strenuous Lover nc'er gives oer the Chaſe ; ＋ 
O'er adverſe Mountaius, thro! Swoln Floods he'll go, * 
Her Footſteps trace on ſteepy Hills of Snow. 1 
If he's for Sea, tho' Eurus ſtoem, he Sails, 
Nor waits auſpicious Stars, and kindly Gales, 
Who but a Souldier, or a Lover, can 


And bear th? Inſults of mingled Slcet aud Rain? 
2Midi Hoſtile Bands the Souldier's ſent a Spy; 
The Lover o'er his Rival keeps ſtrict Eye, 
Watching his Motions as an Enemy. 

He lays cloſe Seige to ſome important Town; 
He to the Quarters of ſome Amazon; | 

His Strength on Gates, and his elſe where is ſhown. 
Tis prudence oft to Invade a {leeping Foe, 

And put to Sword a nak'd detenceleſs Crew: 

So the brave Troops of Thracian Rheſus fell, 

And left their Lord to dire Ulyſſes will : 

So ſparks of dronſy Husbands *vantage take, 

Their Spears, theſe Snoring, vig'rouſly they ſhake. 
Unſeen by Centry's, and t hro' Guards to paſs, 


Is Souldiers Care, and Lovers too, alas. 


Doubtfull is War, and Love is doubtfull too; 

Some vanquiſh'd Rallying formidable grow : 6 
Some fall who ſeem'd too high to fall ſo low. 

Ceaſe then who cer thou art, at my Command, [y 
Who genuine Love with Name of ſloth doſt brand; 

Love has projecting Head, and active Hand. 

Achilles dear Briſcis loſs Laments; 

Spotl; Trojans, whilſt you may the Grecian Tents, 


' Renowned H. tor nc*er to Battle run, 


Till the grand Conjugal Affair was done, 

Then well-pleas'd Spouſe his Helmet fitted on. 
Atrides Captain General, 'tis ſad, 

Soon as he ſaw the Royal Trojan Maid, 

Was in her Treſſes caught, that wanton play'd. 


And 


(25) 
nd Mars a doing God knows what was took 

By Vulcan's wiles ; the God's approv'd the Joke, | 
„ Ind lowdly Laughing firm Olympus ſhook. 

once was tor pid, prone from Birth to Eaſe, 
And Bed, and ſhades this Temper did increaſe ; 
\t length an awfull Fair did Love excite, 
id me Loves Battles in her Trenches fight; 

incc/ watchfull grown by Nights I bullying rove, 
h, who would not be flothfull, Let kim Love. 


The Advice to FI O0-RE-LI1I 


| 1. 

Ell me, Herzl, prithee tell me, 
Why you rail at Women-kiad ? 

What dire Malady's befell thee ? 

Prithce, Florell, tell thy Friend? 

Bay why alone? Why in this Grove? 

My Fears, alas, are juſt, *tis Love. 

| > 

Tell thy Conqu'reſs: Tell her Arms too: 
Were they Wealth, Wit, Youth, or Beauty? 
I;*t ſome caſy Widow Charms you? 
Or toth* Old does Love ſeem Duty ? 

Ey, too long thy Mind has wrought 

n Woman kind not worth a Thought. 


3. 
If Rich they're Proud, and falſe if Fair, 
If Wits conceited, coy if Young, 
If Widows fond, if Old too dear 
Purchas'd with a trivial Song. 
Say who has gulPd thee of thy Heart, 
Or elſe thowrt loſt beyond my Art? 
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1 BIS. 
[1 Like Traytours Limhs on e'ery Gate, 
if Gert ſome Friend by Woman chougd 
0 Her mangled blotted Fame to 1ct, 
1 In a keen Lampoon expos d; 

And it a Fop her cauſe eſpouſe, 

May't be his Fate to loſe his Noſe. 


The OB LAT ION. 


I; 
Fer yet more off' rings doſt thou call? 
Why ſo ſevere to me? 
I'd as good Aft troth ſerv'd, or Baal, 
Infatiate Love, as thee; 
Thou'rt an expenſive Deity ; 
Thy coſtly worfhip has bereft 
Poor me of all, I've nought of value left. 


| 25 
Thou of my Caſh each Mite haſt had, 
And {ome I've borrow'd too; 
And I, believe we, ſhonld be glad c 
Had I eicaped ſo: | | 
Bur, ah, ah me, that would rot do; 
My Cloths, and Books, which I preſum'd 
I lawfully might keep, thy Flames conſum'd. 
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: a 8 
Their Off- ſpring from thy Votarics, 
Like cruel Moloch, thou, 
O too too rigid Deities / 
Expects that they ſhould Vow : 
That Vow I've made, aid paid it too; 
Few Births, or none, I have witH-hcld, 
My Muſes offspring ia thy Flames have yel?d. 
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Had 1 (blind peine Sot, 
To play the Bigot ſo, ) 
Prince Arthur sung PA Knighthood pot; 
Perhaps whats better too; 
But I, my ardent Zealto ſhow, © 
Would from thy Altar not depart 
All theſe large PRE made, but gave my Heart. 


J- 
. And yet a lucid Flame did ne'er 

Upon thine Altar ſhine, : 
Een when my Heart was flaming there, 

And thence I did Divine 
Thy Wrath, and theſe Mishaps of mine: 
Tremendous Love What is't I've done? 

Tell me, what will for my black Crimes atone ? 


x Os 
If of white Virgin Heifers you 
An Hecatomb would have, 
They, Love, ſhail fall, their Blood ſhall flow, 
[| but this Favour crave, 
That, when I'm raviſt'd by the Grave, 
; My Heart a' Monument may find 
In Sytvi2's Breaſt, be where" eas burnt enſhrin'd, 
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The Complaint to L. OV K. 


Ow is it, Love, thy . at random fl 
As well at Friend as Enemy? 
As Poets feign, like Death art thou 
Blind, and inexorable too ? 
vou neither Sex regard, nor Pedigree, 
Nor reverence Age, nor Pity Infancy ; 
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The whole Creation, credit me, 
Tyrant Love, complaias of thee ; 
Poor I by ſad Experience find 
That thou'rt unjuſt, or elſe unkind, 
Or wanton, or malicious, er blind. 
I, who the hotteſt Service n&er refus'd, 
Diſſenter like, or worſe am us d. 


2. | 
If charg'd to make Attack I've don't, 
If detach'd a Breach to mount | 
Pye march'd, and bravely ſtood the Brunt; 
I've fought thy Battles Day and Night, 
And drain'd my Veins t'aſſert thy Right: 
Many Traytours to thy Crown 
Have | ſtab'd with keen Lampoon, 
No Tray'treſs c'er defy'd thy Pow'r | 
But vanquiſh'd, Fell, and dy'd, in half an Hour. 


| — 
y this ſacred Ring I Swear, 
In which a precious Lock of Silver hair 
Lies ſolecanly enſhrin'd, 


Like Holy Reliques in the Sepulcher 


Of ſome red letter'd Saint i'th? Calendar, 

No Rebel, Love, to thee did e'er, 
Or &er from me ſhall quarter find ; 

And yet that yau, ungratefull, and unkind, 
Whom no good ſervices can Bind, 

Ah me, that you my Leader, you ſhould dart, 
Dart thro? his Eye your Soldiers Heart ! 
Yet I methiaks could this forgive, | 
Would your unkindneſs give me leave; 

But you, as if the firſt not mortal were, 


Gave me a ſecond wound i'th? Heart thro' th* Bar. 


U% 


4. 
Fy, Love, Fy, lay aſide this Spleen; 
Thy Boy- hip more than God-ſhip here is ſeen; 
x | 


® 


Il 


| > 6. 1 
Well may'ſt thou Bluſh for Shame 
Whom not poor Mortals only Blame, 
But the Immortal Deities condemn, 
For thy wanton boyiſh Tricks. 8 
From thrice five Years to three times Six, 
Pye now beneath thy Banner fought, 
4 And Poſts of utmoſt danger ſought ; 


Of thy diſpleafire I n&er once did dream, 


Ah me, I yainly thought 
My Toils at leaſt had won me thy Eſteem. 
My Service in thy ſacred Band on Cham, 
Theſe three Campaiꝑns laſt paſt, 
To merit if regard thou haſt, 


* 


LL 


With Triumphs thou had'ſt Crown d and Fame. 


3. | 
Stella who had long held out, | 
The Fort her Heart, and put our Force to Rout, 
I, in a ſuitable Diſguiſe, 
Made Surrender by Surprize : 
Bellona that Majeſtick Amazon 
I made pay Homage at thy Throne, 
And when the haughty Fair rebell'd 
Made her again Allegiance yield, 
And, leſt ſhe ſhould revolt again, 
Wiſely ſeiz'd her Magazine. 
Droe whoſe Breaſt was Ice, whoſe Heart was Steel, 
Who no Flames, no Darts could feel, 
I chain'd her to thy Chariot wheel, 
Which of thy Heroes, Love, did e'er 
More Exploits, or nobler dare; 
Love, thou canſt not Name me one 
Has dar'd ſo much as I have done. 
6. 
True, th? Abydenian Youth, at thy command, 
Swam often to the Seſtian Strand, 5 
O'er th? Helleſpont's ſmall narrow flood; 
But on thy Errands me not Oceans ſhould, 
yo F<. E 2 5 


— ͤ—ꝛ̃;Ä . . ] ⁵rſg ?!?!: KT 


Not 


«+ 


. 


| (30) 
Not immenſe Oceans of Blood, © 
Once ſtop : 'tis not the angry Oceans Noiſe, 
Steep Rocks, or Deſerts, or ſuch Toys 
Can interrupt true Lovers Joys. 
True Lovers Courage neꝰer can fail. 
Pre wonder'd oft what did Leander ail 
He could not Swim, when Ships did Sail. 
Love has ſtronger Charms thaghGold, 
Makes Mea more painfull, politick, and bold: 
e with ſome Heroes Beauty, Cupid, ſmike, 
il alway Swim, and never Write. 


7. 
Hotly as me had Naſo Loy'd, 
He had not ſuch a Coward prov'd, 
As to ſtand Shiv'ring on a Torrents fide, 
And wiſh it ſtop its courſe, or gently glide z 
Had ke in Love been up to th' Ears, 
Love had ſoon diſmiſs'd his Fears: 
Naſe, tho' of Love he Sings, 
Had forgot that Love has Wings. 
O, that the Jriſþ Scas, or th? Oceaus Tide, 
Alone did me and Sun] divide, | 
Pd ne*cr complain *twas rough, or deep, or wide. 


| 8. 
Love, tho Pm thy ſuppliant now, 
Pd been a God as well as thou, 
Had I Liv'd in thoſe carly Days, 
When Toits from Man-hood did to God-ſhip raiſe: 
At leſs, much leſs Expence of Sweat 
I'm ſure than |, poor I've been at 
Did Hercules commence a God, 
And many more that now Olympus lead; 
However I in Juſtice ſhou'd, 
After ſuch mighty Toils, and Dangers paſt, 
Have been diſcharg'd by thee at loaſt: 
Tis fit I ſhould at home have fat 
In eaſſz, aud my Exploits relate, 


Who 


y ( 3 9 N 
Who Love-Sick wretch ſuch Pains endure, 
As neither Art, nor Herbs, can cure. 

I Naſo's remedies in vain have try'd,: 
And potent Herbs, alas, in vain apply'd. 
This Cure, ah me that I ſhould find it fh, 
Sylvia's ſoft healing hand alone can do. 


/ 2 3 
Sure I a milder Fate deſerv'd, 
Who ſo long, ſo well, have ſerv'd, 
O gentle Love, procure this Remedy; 
Ah do not, do not let thy Vet'ran Dye; | 
May all the Britiſh Youth thy Rights abhor, 
And may thy Altars ne'er Smoak more, 
If I thus neglected fall; ? 
'Tis juſt that you the Wounds you gave ſhould Heal; 
The method's eaſy, VI! the method tell; 
Chuſe out a deadly ſhaft, and inſtaatly 
At that old Monſter Delia let it Fly, 
Delia who keeps that Golden Fruit from me, 
A Taſte of which a Cure would be : 
Kill her, tis all Il ask of you 
Of all the vaſt Arrears, you owe, 
For Service done, for all I e er ſhall do, 


JW 
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5 
Hat can Men ſay? What can they do 
Thee, peeviſh Love, to appeaſe? 
All our Lives ia Obedience flow, 

And yet we cannot pleaſe ; 
Never to Jove did pious Votary 
Mutter ſo many Pray'rs as I to ghee. 
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2. 
But to be plain, I now ſaſpe& 
That thou art not a God, 
If ſuch thou be Pl thee reject, 
Since ſenſeleſs as a Clod ; 


Thow'rt deaf to Pray'rs, art blind, and cannot See d | 


Whodo with Zeal, or do not, Worlftip thee. 


\ 


3. 0 
Thou canſt not Taſte a Tear, or Feel 
A panting Heart I know ; . 
Thy ſtatues well as thee can ſmell ; 
Our Gums away we throw. 
Offer thee Gums, who knows no difference 
Txixt Aſſa fætida, and Frankincenſe? __ 3 


4. 
Let who will cringe, and bow, and kneel, 
Hang me if dcr do, 
I now too late know thee too well, 
Yes I'm grown Wiſer now : 
Tho Zealot once, I'll now Apoſtate turn, 
Loves Zealots worſe than Loves Apoſtates burn. 


"_ — 


Hor. Carm. L. 1. Ode 19. de Glycera. 
Tranſlited and applied to Mrs. M. C. 


Rom Loves vex'd Mother, Leiſure, I, 
And Bacchus, have Command: 
To Love again, my Mind to' apply, 
From which *twas wholly wean'd. 


(33 
| 3 
c.: Beauty; who does far more clear 
Than Parian marble ſhine, 


Kindles an Ardent Love of her * 
Within this Breaſt of mine. | 


L 
d a "*. | | 
Her pleaſing Pride inflameth me, — 2 
And Aſpect, which does Charm 1 "O08 
To ſuch a Violent degree, N JH 
As Anchorites would warm. 1 


4. 
Venus Cyprus abandoning 8 
, *Gainſt me does fiercely move; K 
Nor #:/5 Wars permits me ſing, 3 
Nor Belgick, only Love. 


Jo ef 
Bring a green Sod, and Vervein; Boys, 
Bring Wine, and rankincenſe, 

The Sacrifice perform d. my Joys 
Will with , Smiles commence! 
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